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£y;te? £lueene> with her Attendants * 

This way the King will come, this is the way 
■{o?ulm Cafars ill ereded Tower, ' ‘ " . 

'To whofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
IsdoomdeaPrifoner by proud Bullmgbrooke. 

Heere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any reding for her trueKings Qneeuc,' 

Enter Rickard* 

Butfoft, but fee, or rather, do not fee, 


Lies all within, and thefee.':tcrnall manners 
Of laments are mcerely fliadowes to the vnfeene, 

Griefethat fwells with filence in the tortured foule : 

And I thanke thee Kingthat not onely gaieft 
Me caufeto waile,but teached me the way 
How to lament thecaufe: Ilebeggeoneboone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 

Bull, NameitfaireCoofln. 

Rich. FaireCoofe, why ? I am greater then aKing: uution, uui 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubiefi My faire Rofe wither : yet looke y p, behold, 
Beinanow afubieftsl haue a King heere Thatyouinpittiemay dilfoluetodeaw. 

To my flatterer ; beingf© great, I haqe no need tobeg, * J - n * 

’Bui, Yetaske. 

Rich, And (hall I haue it? 

Bui. You fhall. 

Rich, Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither l • r , 

Riel Whither you will, fol were from yourfights. 

Bui. Goa forneof you conuay him tothetower. 

Rich. O good conuay.conuayers are you all, 

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings tall. 

Bui. On Wadnefday next we folemnely let downe, 


Our Coronation ; Lords prepare yourfelues 

Exeunt, Manet Wejl. Car leillyAumerle. 

uAbbot. AwoefullPageanthaucweheerebeh^ 

Car, T he woe’s t© come j the children yet vnborn 
Shall feele this day as iharpe to them as thorne. 

You holy Clergiemen, is there no ploi> 
To rid the Realme of this permtious blot . 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mmd heercin, 
You fliall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalfo to ettett 
What euerl fliall happen to deuifer 
I fee your browes are tull of difeontent, . 

Your heart of forrow, and your eiesoft ' 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a p 
Shall fhewvsaUamerry day. 




l y wu it* — rv * 

And walk himfrefti againe with t[rue loueteares. 

Ah thou the rr.odelfwhere old 7> s> did (land ! 

Thou mappeof Honour, thou King Richards toosibe?. 
And notKing Richard', thou mod beauteous Inne, 

Why Ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become, ap Alehoufe gued ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire woman,, do not fbj. 

To make my end too fudden, learne good foule* 

Tothinke our former date a happy dreame, 

From which awafct,the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweete)( . 

To grimme Neceflitie,and lieand 1 

Will keepe aleague till death. Hie thee to France r 

And cloyfler thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy Hues mud winnea new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe« 
Queene. What is my Rickardboth in Aiape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Buttwgbroehe 
Depofd thine intellect ? hath he been m thy heart l 
The Lyon dying thrufleth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage. 

To be o’repowerd; and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correction, mildly kilfe the rodde, 

' And fawne on Rage with bacc humilitie, 

Which art aLyon^and a King of beads? 

King. A King of beads indeed, if aught but bead, 
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